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him. Half-fainting from the pain of his wounds he
reached the Wagon-Lines and gasped out the tragic
news.

" The Wagon-Lines Officer didn't wait to be told
twice. He immediately packed up and despatched
the column to a rendezvous a few miles back while
he drove off to contact R.H.Q. and report the disaster.

" Battery wiped out, I suppose," said the Major
after a brief silence.

" Except the few who are now prisoners in Ger-
many," replied the Gunner. " Front Line obsession
has to answer for that little affair, as for a lot of others.
It's very easy to be wise after the event, and I'm not
trying to blame anybody. How can you when it's a
matter of a psychological attitude that isn't exactly
within one's control. We were all infected, more or
less. We know a lot of things a damn sight better
now. One is that in this new warfare a battery is
always liable to be attacked from the rear, and that it
may have to fight by itself without the help of its own
infantry. The Front Line is anywhere. And every-
body's in it."

" Well, we've held the inquest/' said the Major,
rising. " In a hundred years we'll have the verdict.
It'll be called history. While waiting, I'm going
inside to attend to my feet."